CHAPTER TWENTY-THIRD
Mr. E. L. Davenport, his Interference, his Lecture on Stage Business, his Error of Memory or too Powerful Imagination —Why I Remain a Dramatic Old Slipper — Contemptuous Words Arouse in Me a Dogged Determination to Become a Leading Woman before Leaving Cleveland.
JUST what was the occult power of the ballet over the manager's mind no one ever explained to me. I found my companions very every-day, good-natured, kind-hearted girls — pretty to look at, pleasant to be with, but to Mr. Ellsler they must have been a rare and radiant lot, utterly immatchable in this world, or else he knew they had awful powers for evil and dared not provoke their " hoodoo." Whatever the reason, the fact remained, he was afraid to advance me one little step in name, even to utility woman; while, in fact, I was advanced to playing other people's parts nearly half the time, and the reason for this continued holding back was " fear of offending the other ballet-girls." Truly a novel position for a manager. One' feels at once there must have been something unusually precious about such a ballet, and he feared to break the set. Anyway, before I got out, clear out, this happened:
A number of stars had spoken to me about my folly in remaining in the ballet, and when I told them Mr. Ellsler was afraid to advance me for fear of offending the other girls, they answered variously, and many advised me to break the " set" myself, saying if I left he would soon be after me and glad to engage me for first walking lady. But my crushed childhood had its effect,
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